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boat, pulled up on a shelving bank of sand and left exactly as it
was ^vvhen Persephone had stepped out of it. After a moment's
hesitation, for he was no oarsman, Mr. Geard entered this boai,
and with a good many blunderings and splashings, contrived at
last to row himself to the strip of shingle beneath that huge
array of phallic symbols over which the formidable stone image
of the Wilch of Wookey held her obscene vigil of immeasurable
aeons. Here Bloody Johnny awkwardly disembarked, feeling,
though he knew nothing of Dante, very much what that mediaeval
Harrower of Hell felt, when he, still a man of flesh-and-blood,
moved among the infernal wraiths. He advanced under the precipi-
tous wall of the vast cavern, his feet sinking, as he walked, in the
loose shingle of that Acherontic shore. Here he seated himself on
a strip of dry sand and leaned his back against the wall of stone.
He could not help wondering to himself what it would feel like
if these electric lights were suddenly to be extinguished!
Staring into the face of that stone image, in that place lighted
up by the science of his enemy, Mr. Geard found it easy enough
to restore to Wookey Hole the thick, long darkness into which it
had fallen after the last human tribe deserted it. It was out of the
midst of this long darkness rather than in the new electric light
that his nature nowr expanded. His large hands lay palms down,
and with the fingers spread out, like two great, white starfish, on
the shingle at both sides of him. No sign of life was there, no
grass-blade, no insect, no bird. He was alone with the metallic ele-
ments out of which all organic entities are formed.
Mr. Geard was not good at concentrated thinking. His deepest
thoughts always came to him, as the author of Faust declared his
did, crying, like happy children, "Here we are!" and the result
of this was that a brief half an hour spent in composing his speech
for that night exhausted him far more than the most protracted
physical exertion would have done. He found himself caught and,
as it were, pilloried, in the repetition of certain particular phrases.
This happened to him every time he deserted his vague, rich,
semi-erotic feelings and tried to condense his scheme into a ra-
tional statement, and it became really troublesome when, with his
eyes tightly closed, he set himself to call up that audience of
people and to imagine their response to what he said. The thought